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'Tis little ; but it looks in truth
As if the quiet bones were blest
Among familiar names to rest And in the places of his youth.
And again in XIX.:
The Danube to the Severn gave
The darkened heart that beat no more ; They laid him by the pleasant shore,
And in the hearing of the wave.
There twice a day the Severn fills ; The salt sea-water passes by, And hushes half the babbling Wye,
And makes a silence in the hills.
Here, too, it is, LXVII.:
When on my bed the moonlight falls,
I know that in thy place of rest
By that broad water of the west} There comes a glory on the walls :
Thy marble bright in dark appears,
As slowly steals a silver flame
Along the letters of thy name, And o'er the number of thy years.
This young man, whose memory his friend has consecrated in the hearts of all who can be touched by such love and beauty, was in nowise unworthy of all this. It is not for us to say, for it was not given to us the sad privilege to know, all that a father's heart buried with his son in that grave, all " the hopes of unaccomplished years " ; nor can we feel in its fulness all that is meant by
such
A friendship as had master'd Time ; Which masters Time indeed, and is Eternal, separate from fears : The all-assuming months and years Can take no part away from this.
But this we may say, we know nothing of in all literature to compare with the volume from which these lines are taken, since David lamented with this lamentation : " The beauty of Israel is slain. Ye mountains of Gilboa, let there be no dew, neither rain upon you. I am distressed for thee, my brother Jonathan: very pleasant hast thou been unto me, thy love for